!^2                           THE    SCENE    CHANGES
ever. The power shall remain with you to whatever country you
may go.'                                                                          I
" So, on the day when masawe was cooked Tui Nkualita sprang
into the great pit, treading down the green leaves as they were thrown
into the oven to line it until he was hidden in the steam. When he
came out alive and unharmed the people raised a great shout. It was
thus that whenever masawe is cooked, the people of Rukua and
Sawau must first leap into the oven to make the baking good.
" Last year we attended a great feast at Rewa, and a Rewa chief
jested with us as we stood by the oven, saying, ' Come, leap into our
ovens as you do into your own.'
".We told them that it is tabu to do this in any oven but the
masawe oven, and that the food in the smoking pits would not be
cooked. And our words came true: the pigs and the yams were as
raw as they went in."
When all was ready we were called to the pit. The fire had been
burning for four hours: the white-hot mass of stones was throwing out
a heat beside which the scorching sun was a pleasant relief. They
were dragging the burning logs out of the pit with green vines, and
a cone of glowing stones remained in the middle. These were raked
flat with green saplings, which acted like the teeth of a huge rake.
This continued until an even floor of hot stones was produced. It
took fully half an hour, but the tongues of flame playing among the
stones left no doubt about their heat.
All this time, Jonathan preserved the air of holy calm that never
left his face. There was a cry of: " Vutu, Vutu \" and forth from
the bush marched sixteen men, two and two, dressed in garlands and
fringes. They tramped straight to the brink. The leading couple
showed consternation in their faces but did not pause, because their
followers would have pushed them forward. They stepped down
upon the stones and marched round die pit, planting their feet
squarely on each stone. The crowd surged forward and flung in
great bundles of green leaves, but the bundles struck the last pair
in the procession and cut them off from their fellows, so they stayed
where they were, trampling down the leaves in a dense cloud of
steam from the boiling sap. The others leapt back to their assistance,
shouting and trampling. After the leaves, baskets of masawe root